AT   HOME
January twenty-eighth, igiQ* 10 p.m.

FOR quite too long a time my entries in this journal have
been a dismal record of tragic events.
I am not by nature a morbid person and I have had no
pleasure in reporting these various frights and frets, but
they have bulked so large, during these past few years, that
it was impossible to ignore them.
I have made sketchy notes on the war, or such aspects of
it as might be remarked by a remote spectator. I have
dragged you through at least the edge of our devastating
pestilence. I have occasionally adverted to my personal
perplexities, chief of which was my worry about my wilful
child
It will gratify you to learn, after wading through this
almost interminable wilderness of woe, that my mind is
now more at ease than it has been for a quadrennium.
Of course the one overpowering torture that had dwarfed
all other agonies was the war. We are done with that now,
and a sort of peace has been arranged for. You will have
been fully informed about that, so I shall add nothing farther
about the nature of this peace, except to say that many
thoughtful people are wondering whether it gives promise
of durability.
It seemed to be taken by common consent, the world
over, that our President would guide the deliberations of
the Peace Conference. This seems rather strange, too, for